looking through that window all day?w Old Bayard
lowered his voice within a pitch or so of an ordinary
conversational tone.

"What boy, Colonel?"

Old Bayard pointed^ and the cashier raided himself
on his stool and peered over the partition and saws
beyond the Indicated window^ a boy of ten or twelve
watching him with an innocent and casual air. "Oh.
That's Will Beard^s boy^ from up at the boarding-
house," lie shouted. "Friend of Byron's, I think."

"What5s he doing around here? Every time 1 walk
through here^ there he is looking in that window. What
does he want?"

"Maybe he?s a bank robber/5 the cashier suggested.

"What?" Old Bayard cupped his ear fiercely in his
palm.

"Maybe he9s a bank robber," the other shouted*
leaning forward on his stool. Old Bayard snorted and
tramped violently on and slammed his chair back
against the door. The cashier sat lumped and shapeless
on his stool5 rumbling deep within his gross body. He
said without turning his head: "Colonel's let Will Falls
treat him with that salve*" Snopes at his desk made
no reply; did not raise his head. After a time the boy
moved, and drifted casually and innocently away*

Virgil Beard now possessed a pistol that projected
a stream of ammoniac water excruciatingly painful to
the eyes, a small magic lantern^ and an ex-candy show-
case in which he kept birds1 eggs and an assortment of
insects that had died slowly on pins? and a modest
hoard of nickels and dimes.

In July Snopes had Changed his domicile. He
avoided Virgil on the street and so for two weeks he